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It was supposed to be a picnic, literally — a company picnic for the 
mining company. It was something they did annually for their thousands of 
employees. It was something Garrett didn't normally care much for, but 
this year, he did because a certain, lovely woman would be there. 


Garrett drove into the parking lot and climbed out of his dark green 
Charger. He glanced at the sky and nodded. It was clear exception for a 
few odd, dark clouds, though not large enough to even worry about rain, 
and it was not too hot. It was a perfect day for the company picnic and 
would be nice all weekend, or so the weatherman would have them 
believe. 


He ran his hand along the lacquered finish of the car as he climbed 
out and nodded. It had come out just as he hoped. Three years of working 
on his car and he had finally finished it. To him, it was perfect in every 
aspect. He opened the trunk, moved a case that held his rapier and pulled 
out a box filled with soda and beer. It was his contribution to the party he 
and his friends were having in their section of the park. He looked down 
across the valley and smiled, searching for a single figure among the 
thousands. Her long auburn hair and bright smile would make his day. He 
adjusted his rose-colored, square-lensed glasses and took a deep breath. 


He turned at the sound of screeching tires. A Corvette that looked as 
if it had seen better days stopped behind his Charger and three guys 
stepped out of it. Garrett had to smile as he thought how cramped they 
must have been. A tall, adonis of a man climbed out of the driver's side. 


“You seen Megan?” the man asked Garrett. 
“Not yet, William,” Garrett said. 


“Well, don't worry yourself about her,” William laughed. “Now that I 
am here, she'll be looking for me, not you.” 


“You have a high opinion of yourself,” a feminine voice said from a 
few cars down the parking lot. The four of them turned and glanced at the 


woman standing between two cars, leaning over the roof of one watching 
them. “Is this how you always talk when I'm not around?” she asked. 


Garrett said nothing, though he glanced at the others. William's 
companions grimaced, though they were reveling in William's 
embarrassment. “It's not what it seems,” William explained meekly. “I was 
just telling Garrett —” 


“T heard,” Megan said glancing toward Garrett. 


Garrett glanced heavenward as clouds suddenly covered the sun. The 
others looked, too. “It might not be a great day for a picnic after all,” 
William said. “Maybe you could come to my place for the evening,” he 
suggested to Megan. 


“In your dreams,” she laughed. 


“But I have great dreams,” William said, laughing, though not in the 
Same tone as Megan's. 


Garrett frowned. The clouds were not right. They looked ominous, 
threatening, even angry. He stepped away from his Charger, toward 
Megan, without even thinking about his actions. “I don't like the look of 
this,” he said to her. “Maybe we should get back into our cars and head 
home.” 


“Why?” Megan asked. 
“You afraid of a little rain,” William asked, laughing at his expense. 
“No, it's not that,” Garrett said, shaking his head. “It's just a feeling.” 


“Oh, my!” William said in mock fear, both hands coming to the side 
of his face. In a high-pitched, childlike voice: “A feeling! We better run!” 


There was a sudden, soul-grating noise that pierced the air. It sounded 
as if the earth itself was screaming in agony. Megan moved closer to 
Garrett and, as the shriek suddenly grew louder, put her arms through 
Garrett's arm. He set the food down on the trunk of a car and pulled her 
close, instinctively, protectively. Above them, the clouds in the sky began 
to rotate as if they were a large funnel turned on its side. The smell of 
heated sulfur began to permeate the air around them. “As I said,” Garrett 
repeated, “we might think of getting out of here.” 


“Come on, William,” Jared, the huskier of the two of William's 
companions said. “Let's go. This doesn't look good no matter how you cut 
it.” Already the wind was picking up. Everyone in the valley was looking 
skyward, some of the people moving toward their cars in nearby parking 
lots. 


“Don't tell me you and Jared are afraid of a little wind?” William 
demanded. 


The scene became suddenly ominous, eerie, even threatening, but the 
scream of agony grew louder. Then, suddenly, with the sound of an 
accompanying explosion, the wind seemed to burst outward. The wind 
lifted the cars in the parking lot a few inches off the ground and shuffled 
them. Garrett literally picked Megan off her feet as he leaped away from 
the cars. Where they had been standing, the wind had lifted two cars and 
slammed them together with enough force to have killed them both. 
Megan looked at the spot where they had been a moment before then into 
Garrett's eyes. She knew he had just saved both their lives. 


Behind them, the Corvette had slammed into two trucks. This was a 
country town and with the country came trucks. Unfortunately for the 
Corvette, every other vehicle near it was a truck. The fiberglass body had 
shredded against the steel vehicles. William, Jared, and Tony, William’s 
other companion, picked themselves up from the ground. It had been 
miraculous that Garrett had not lost his footing. He glanced at his Charger. 
It was intact, but wedged between two other cars, the right rear fender 
crushed where it rested against another car. He grimaced at the sight. 
Garrett glanced at Megan's car wedged tightly between two other vehicles, 
one of which was a truck that lay partially on the rear of her car. She 
wasn't going anywhere in her car, at the moment. 


Below them, men, women and children were screaming, looking 
fearfully skyward. Garrett, Megan and the others glanced skyward as well. 
Spewing from the funnel were the figures of winged., dark daemons 
streaking toward the ground. There were thousands of them. Garrett 
nodded as he watched men hit the parking lot and grab guns from the back 
of their truck racks. These people would not run from a fight. 


William punched through a window and pulled a rifle from the back 
of a truck. He tossed it to Jared, then grabbed another for himself. “I don’t 


know what the hell is going on here,” William yelled over the din, “but I'll 
be damned if I go out without a fight.” He glanced at Garrett. “You gonna 
fight or let the men do the job?” 


Garrett glanced at the daemons, then at William, his eyes cold, his 
mind thinking. “We'll see.” 


Those who had gotten to the trucks, pulled their guns and fired into 
the daemons as the beasts raced toward them. William and Jared stood 
their ground and did the same. Tony watched, glancing furtively around for 
a truck with another weapon. He spied one and ran to it. 


Garrett watched as the men fired on the daemons and the daemons 
slammed into the running populace. “This will show them!” William 
yelled to the others. Daemons fell to the ground amid the yells of the men, 
but to the chagrin of Garrett and the others, most of the daemon things 
stood up again to continue the battle. The gunshots were not always 
mortally wounding the daemons. Again and again the daemons fell only to 
rise again. Men fell beneath the razor sharp talons of the dark daemons, but 
unlike the daemons, the men did not rise to fight again. 


Garrett pulled Megan with him as he moved toward his car. “What are 
you going to do?” Megan asked, frightened. 


“Fight.” 
“How? With what? Guns aren't going to stop them.” 
Garrett opened the trunk of his car. “You're right,” he said. 


“Let's get out of here,” she begged him. “No one expects you to fight. 
Let's find someplace safe.” 


Garrett glanced skyward as the heavens breathed out a morass of 
daemons. He smiled, knowingly, coldly. She had been right. He was not 
considered a fighter. Maybe he enjoyed recreational combat, but to go 
brawl on a Saturday night simply was not his style. He opened the trunk of 
his car, yanking the wedged trunk lid to get it to come up and pulled a 
leather trench coat from the trunk he kept there should it ever rain. He 
slipped it on as he gazed in at the wooden, rapier case that spanned the 
width of the trunk. He flipped it open. Inside was his favorite weapon, one 
he had used only this morning in practice two towns away. It was his one 


favorite hobby and one he loved. He pulled the rapier out as well as the 
belt and scabbard. He put it on as Megan watched. 


“You have got to be kidding me,” she said in surprise. 


“Bullets aren't stopping them,” he said. He stepped away from the car, 
picked her up and set her to his left side in a single, fluid motion as he 
drew his rapier and slashed through the air. A daemon fell to the ground 
clutching its stomach. Megan screamed then glanced at Garrett as he 
smiled knowingly, confidently at her, then nodded. There was something 
suddenly different about this man, something that told Megan he was in his 
element. He turned and fought against two daemons as they spied him as a 
real threat and attacked him. Elsewhere, Daemons were attacking the gun 
wielding men, decimating them. 


Slowly, the daemons pushed Garrett back, his blade weaving a web of 
blood between him and the enemy as he severed limbs and heads from 
their bodies. William and a dozen other men nearby held their own, but it 
was obvious to all that every human would eventually become a victim of 
the daemon's ferocity. Above them, there was a change in the sky as 
winged creatures, not of daemonic nature, began to glide earthward. They 
were men, not winged, but riding a gliding, winged machine. As they 
landed, they fought in unison against the daemons, but it did not seem as 
even they would be enough. They might have numbered a hundred, but the 
daemons still outnumbered the defending humans five to one. 


Garrett fought endlessly against the enemy, never once allowing a 
daemon to get near Megan. It was plainly obvious that he was fighting to 
protect her. A daemon leaped past his blade and clawed at his face. Garret 
pummeled it into a daze with the pommel of the rapier. It was all that 
Garrett needed. He stepped back and beheaded the daemon with a quick, 
powerful stroke. He reached back and put his left hand against Megan's 
right arm, to make certain she was okay. He nodded, assuring himself that 
all was good. Megan glanced down and grimaced. There was blood 
running down his left arm and into his hand. The daemons' attack had been 
ferocious enough to do damage to this warrior — her warrior. The wounds 
were bad enough to cause a good flow of blood. A pack of daemons 
concentrated their efforts on Garrett. Megan backed up against two cars as 
the daemons pressed Garrett backwards. He took a single moment to 
glance back into her eyes. 


Megan's heart suddenly exploded in desire for this man. Everything 
about him was what she wanted, but more, she realized that he felt the 
same for her. Their eyes locked in that moment, and regardless of what 
else might happen, they shared an eternity in that shared glance. It was an 
eternity of love and passion. Then, Garrett was fighting again, protecting 
Megan with his life, giving her one more second to live with every stroke 
of his blade. 


The daemons were abruptly upon him. One leaped into the air as he 
skewered a daemon directly in front of him. With his blade held for that 
one moment too long, the daemon had a free strike. Suddenly, an older 
wairior leaped onto the backs of the slain daemons at Garrett's feet and 
snatched the attacking daemon by the back of the neck, yanking back and 
away from Garrett. He picked the daemon up, lifting him high into the air 
then brought the beast down over his knee with a resounding snap, 
leveraging the daemon's legs down with a staff he held in his left hand. 
The threat was over. The older man leaped to Garrett's side, casting Megan 
a long glance and offering her a knowing smile. 


“T thought you could use a hand,” the older warrior said, turning his 
attention back to Garrett. 


Garrett nodded. “I think so.” He glanced back at Megan. “Are you 
okay?” 


She nodded. 


“Let's get out of here,” the old man said. “The others can handle this 
lot.” 


The three of them hurried toward the Charger. The older warrior 
pushed against the vehicle wedged against the Charger, rocked it twice 
then shoved hard, moving the vehicles a foot along the pavement, his 
sinews and muscles suddenly straining along his arms. He was a seasoned 
watrior with decades of experience. 


Garrett watched, raising an eyebrow. The older man smiled as he 
climbed into the passenger side of the Charger. “It's time to go.” 


Megan climbed into the back seat behind Garrett, still concerned 
about Garrett's wound. Garrett started the car and put it in gear. He pulled 
out of the parking lot working his way around the mass of vehicle and 


debris. Ahead of him, two vehicles were on their side, blocking their path. 
Garrett glanced at the older man who nodded. Garrett gunned the car and 
slammed between them. He grimaced as he heard the sound of screaming 
metal. He had no desire to see what had happened to his wonderful paint 
job. Behind him, men and women were dying. Cars and paint jobs no 
longer mattered. Garrett glanced into the valley. The new warriors from the 
sky were fighting in an organized fashion, pushing the daemons back, but 
they were only successful in forcing the daemons to retreat and that retreat 
meant they were escaping farther into Garrett's world. 


“T hate to offend you,” Garrett said, “but who are you and where did 
you and these daemons come from?” 


“The daemons are from another time,” the older warrior said. “My 
colleagues and I have returned to help you fight them off and hopefully, to 
offer you resistance against the daemon plague. 


“The daemon plague?” Megan asked. 


The old man nodded, motioning toward the daemons in the air around 
them. He put his hands on the dashboard. “Brace yourself, Megan,” he 
said. 


“What?” 


Suddenly, a daemon slammed hard into the windshield. Garrett jerked 
and the Charger went into a spin, careened off the edge of the road and into 
a ditch. The old man leaped from the car and pulled a blade from its 
sheath. With blade and staff, he fought two daemons away from the car as 
Garrett helped Megan from the wreckage and to the older man's side next 
to a stout oak tree. The wind was howling around them, the sky, once again 
screaming in rage. 


“You knew!” Garrett screamed above the din to the older man. The 
wind was not blowing them from the funnel cloud, but sucking them into 
it. 


The old man spun his blade and sunk it deep into the tree then 
wrapped his right arm around it, his right hand clutching his staff. He 
grabbed ahold of Megan's arm with his left hand as his eyes met Garrett's. 
Garrett tried to hold onto the tree as the wind sucked at the three of them. 


Megan reached out and grabbed Garrett. “Hold onto me,” Megan 
screamed at him above the wail of the wind. The power of the funnel cloud 
was too strong. The wind pulled Garrett away from the tree and Megan. 
She screamed as she began to lose her grip on Garrett. “Don’t let go,” she 
cried. 


Garrett looked deep into the old man's eyes, then suddenly smiled, 
nodding in understanding. 


“Whatever you do, don't let her go,” he told the old man. He looked at 
Megan and smiled. He leaned down and softly kissed her fingers, then 
gently, he let her hand go and released his hold on the tree. 


“Nooooooooo!” Megan screamed, trying to force the old man to 
release her, but he had a grip of iron. She was not going anywhere. The 
two of them watched Garrett disappear into the funnel cloud. Megan cried 
against the old man's arm as the wind died down. He watched Garrett's 
form vanish. “Of course I knew,” he said in a whisper. 
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“Why didn't you let me go?” Megan screamed at the old man, striking 
him in the chest. He held her to him, tightly, letting her vent though his 
eyes watched the area for any more daemons. But, for the moment, they 
were safe. 


“He told me to not let you go,” the old warrior said watching the 
funnel cloud dissipate. “Nor would I. Where he went was no place for a 
woman like you. At least, not yet.” 


“What are you talking about?” Megan sobbed. He was a wairior, a 
scar along his right eye from years ago had healed leaving a sharp gouge 
from forehead to cheek. It lent him a sense of mystery. 


“We have to go,” the old warrior said, turning to face town, spying the 
hundreds of daemons that were escaping in that direction. 


“The army will come,” Megan said. “And, they will destroy these 
things.” 


“The army has its own concerns,” the old warrior assured her. “This is 
not an isolated affair. Your town is a focal point for one of the thousands of 
funnel clouds that have opened from the netherworld to your world. 
Lucifer's daemons have had enough of their prison and they mean to take 
the promised land from the humans.” 


“Daemons as in hell and heaven?” Megan asked in disbelief. 
“Yes, what did you think they were?” 


Megan turned and watched as a daemon flew past them, spied them 
and angled toward them. The old warrior raised his sword to fight and the 
lone daemon flew off, unwilling to brave the steel of this experienced 
walrior, alone. 


“They fear you,” Megan whispered. 


“They have a reason to fear me,” the old warrior assured her. “Now, 
we must go. We have to force the daemon wizard's hand.” He nodded to 
the skies on the other side of the city. “Look, there.” 


Megan followed his gaze. She saw a few dark clouds in the sky, but 
they didn't look ominous enough to concern her. “What am I looking at?” 


“Learn to recognize the difference between mystic clouds and those 
storm clouds. The time you save will mean the lives of your friends and 
fellow warriors.” 


“Fellow warriors?” she asked, confused. 
“Please, trust me, Megan.” 


She pulled away from his grasp and stood, facing him, a few feet 
away, her hands on her hips in defiance not only to him but to everything 
that was transpiring. “That's another thing. How do you know my name?” 


The old warrior rolled his eyes and shook his head. He stared at her 
for a moment then sighed. “I just do,” he finally said. “You have to trust 
me, please.” 


“Where is Garrett?” she demanded, ignoring his words. 


“Garrett is in another time. If we do not act quickly, he will remain 
where he is and I where I am. That's not the plan. The plan is to return him 
to this time and to you.” 


“You can get him back?” she asked, suddenly warming up to the older 
walrtior. 


“Yes.” He cleared his throat. “Though not immediately, especially in 
his time.” 


“What do you mean?” 

“Do you want him back, Megan?” 

“Yes, of course?” 

“Do you, honestly? Do you really know him?” 


“T can't explain what happened,” she said. “But, I know that Garrett is 
the only man I will ever love.” 


“You'd do anything to get him back?” 
Megan narrowed her gaze. “What are you suggesting?” 


“Not what you’re thinking,” the old warrior assured her. “But you 
may have to face these daemons and worse.” 


“And worse? What could be worse?” 
“There is always something worse,” he assured her. 
“Megan bit her lip, thinking, then nodded. “What do you propose?” 


“That we get across town and prepare for the wizards to cast their 
spells. I do not have the power to cast the spells alone, but I do have the 
power and the staff,” he raised the staff in his hand, “to alter their spell, but 
only once.” 


“And your spell will bring Garrett back?” 


“No, it will simply alter the doorway so he can come back, if he 
wishes. That is completely up to him. He has to want to come back and be 
willing to come through the portal.” 


“Why wouldn’t he want to come back?” 


“The world he entered is not a kind world, Megan. The daemons rule 
there and he must not only ally himself with other warriors of his kind, but 
of other kinds as well. He must also remember why he should return.” 


“T would hope...” Megan's words drifted away. 


The old warrior put his hand on her shoulder. He will remember you, 
Megan. And he will want to come back.” 


“How can you know his mind?” 


“Tt's time to go,” he said, taking her by the wrist. “If we wait too long, 
the moment will pass.” 


Megan followed, not certain whether she was following him or if he 
was pulling her. After awhile, she stepped to his side and the hold he had 
on her wrist slipped to her hand. His hand fit neatly and comfortably into 
hers as if he had been holding her hand for years. 


They walked toward town, skirting the valley the daemons had 
entered. They stopped at a ridge and the old warrior studied the valley 
below them. There were thousands of corpses strewn about, most of them 
human, though only a few of them were of the warriors that had flown in 
on the winged platforms. “The warriors,’ Megan said, “where did they 
go?” 


“They would have sighted the change in the weather and headed 
toward it. We will meet up on the opposite side of town and make our 
stand before returning home.” 


“Return home?” Megan asked. “You're people are leaving?” 


“We have come to help as much as we can. We turned the daemon 
tide enough for you to get control of this part of the world.” 


“Why are we so important?” 


“Because, from here, begins the resistance of the daemons of the 
netherworld. We came to help. More, we cannot do. Coming back into the 
past is not the same as going to the future. It requires more to keep us here 
than to allow someone to remain in the future.” 


“What would happen if you do not return?” Megan asked. 


“The theory is, we would, eventually, get pulled into the future, 
anyway.” He shrugged. “Kind of.” 


“Kind of?” 


“Our individual atoms would be pulled forward. I am certain we 
would not be recognizable when we arrived. We would be only a small 
whirlwind easily dissipated by the wind.” 


“You'd be dead.” 

“Very.” 

Megan nodded. “I don't understand all this, but I can believe my eyes. 
I saw the daemons, and I saw your people come down here to help us. I 
can hardly stand by and not offer the same help in turn. If you can return 
Garrett to me, I am more than happy to help you return to your time.” 


Megan turned to walk toward the town. The older warrior hurried to catch 
up with her. 


“This isn't going to be easy.” 


“T guessed,” she said, picking her way the slope of a hill. “It's about 
ten miles to town. You might want to save your breath.” 


“As you wish, Megan.” 


They walked to the main road then turned toward town, maintaining a 
steady, quick pace, every other stride marked by the sound of the staff as 


the older warrior tapped the ground with it. They entered the outer fringes 
of town and watched as men and women fell beneath the attacks of the 
daemons. The old warrior drew his blade and stopped a daemon that came 
too close to Megan. He pushed Megan back with his left hand and the staff 
as if to make certain he adequately protected her. Two daemons spied him 
and attacked, each apparently willing to attack the older warrior when in 
the company of another daemon. In moments, the daemons lay dead at his 
feet. He glanced back and looked at Megan, their eyes locking for a 
moment. “Are you okay?” 


Megan's face flushed. His words revealed what she had been 
unwilling to admit to herself. Her heart beat wildly in her chest. She 
nodded, unable to speak for a moment. “Yes,” she said in a whisper. Then 
she sobbed and fell into his arms. “Yes, Garrett, I am okay.” 
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The older warrior pulled Megan to him then looked down into her 
face. “We have to keep moving,” he said. She nodded then the both of 
them turned and headed into the town once again. Garret Watched the 
town carefully, never getting in a hurry, but always aware of his 
surroundings. They stopped at the corner of a building and watched as a 
pickup with two men in the back wielding shotguns careened through the 
town and skidded around the corner near them. William was driving. Tony 
was in the truck with him, unconscious or dead. Jared and someone Garrett 
didn’t know was in the back of the truck firing at any daemon that came 
close to them. Garrett glanced at the other man in the back of the truck and 
smiled, understanding the other man's confusion. 


“Get in,” Garrett yelled to Megan. 


Megan glanced up at Garrett. He nodded then shot a glance at 
William. “Head to the old quarry,” he told the younger man. 


“Why?” William demanded. 


“Because he knows what's going on!” Megan said as she opened the 
truck door and climbed in, pushing Tony upright as she made room on the 
seat. Tony growled and opened his eyes. He had a gash across one 
forehead. He had been unconscious, but not dead. 


“All right, all right!” William said then threw the truck in reverse, 
backed away as a daemon flew toward them from the side. Garrett spun to 
face behind him, his rapier cleaving the daemon's head from his body then 
grabbed the edge of the truck bed as William sped past and launched 
himself into the back of the truck. He stood in the center of the bed, his 
blade in one hand, his staff in another, watching the road in front of them 
as William sped through town. 


A flurry of daemons shot after them from a side street. Three of them 
veered to the side, altering their course to intercept the truck. 


“Don't slow down!” Garrett yelled at William then vaulted the cab of 
the truck to the hood, landing soundly with his booted feet, his weathered 


trench coat flaring out, for a moment, behind him. He struck twice, once 
with the staff, clubbing a daemon to the ground to his left. It floundered 
once, rolled then screamed as the truck crushed its skull under the rear 
wheels. Garrett skewered the second of the daemons with his blade. The 
beast screamed in agony, turning for a moment to look at the blade 
protruding from its serpentine back, it's sinewy tail whipping back and 
forth ineffectively. It grabbed at the blade and pulled its hands away as if 
the blade had seared him. 


“Hurts, doesn't it?” Garrett growled, glaring at the beast. He kicked 
the daemon off the front of the truck as the third slammed into him, 
crunching both their bodies into the windshield, the daemon's hands 
finding their way to Garrett's throat. 


“No!” Megan screamed, pulling Tony's shotgun from his hands and 
pushing it through the shattered windshield. 


Garrett, hardly defeated, arced his blade down across the wrists of the 
beast, severing both from the body. The daemon stood up, his handless 
arms raised to the sky, screaming. 


“Hey! Ugly!” Megan yelled at the beast. The daemon glanced through 
the windshield over Garrett's shoulder. “Suck on this!” She fired both 
barrel's into the creature's face, imploding the flesh and daemonic bone 
inward. The daemon leaped backwards from the hood of the truck to land 
on the road. A moment later, the truck ran over it's lifeless form. 


“And then there were none,” William said. He turned to Megan. 
“Where did you find this guy?” 


“He found me,” she said. 
“Traded Garrett in for an older model?” 
“Hardly,” she assured him. 


“T told you Garrett wasn't much of a fighter,” William said. “He didn't 
last long against these beasts. You're better off with a real man like me.” 


Megan glanced at the man standing on the hood of the truck, his legs 
slightly bent, watching for any danger. She slowly turned her gaze to 
William. “Yeah,” she said. “Quite a difference.” 


“Behind us!” Jared yelled at the others. Megan glanced behind them. 
A dozen or more of the daemons were pursuing them through the streets. 
In front of her, Garrett leaped up and backwards, somersaulting to his feet 
in the back of the truck as the nearest two daemons closed in on the truck. 
He spun and twisted to face the beasts as he landed. Jared fired twice, 
taking apart the first of the daemons, but an unexpected flank attack caught 
the other man by surprise. One moment he was there, the next he was 
gone. Garrett glanced upward where the daemon had jerked the man up 
into the air. The man was a thick-chested man, stout and well muscled. 
Had he been anything less, he would have died the moment the daemon 
yanked him out of the truck. The daemon was moving forward of the truck 
and to the left. 


“You won't take that warrior so easily,” Garrett hissed. He reached to 
his belt, snatched three throwing knives that glistened eerily in the light 
and threw all three unerringly toward the daemon with all his strength. The 
blades sunk into the daemons face and began to smoke, immediately. The 
daemon grabbed at the blades, dropping it's victim. 


Garrett glanced at the truck, the falling man and the street ahead of 
them. He sheathed his blade and handed the staff to Jared. “Hold this for 
me.” He vaulted the roof of the truck, hit the hood once and leaped 
forward and to the side of the truck, his trench coat flaring out behind him 
like a giant wing. Simultaneously, ahead of him, daemon careened down to 
steal the prey from hitting the ground. Garrett grabbed a light post with his 
right hand, spinning around it, reaching as far as he could with his left 
hand to snatch the falling man out of the air. The daemon careened to the 
side, its hands empty. Garrett continued his spin around the post and 
released it, launching himself, with his load, into the back of the truck. He 
snatched the staff from Jared's hands. 


“Thanks,” he said drawing his rapier and facing the oncoming horde 
of daemons. 


“Yeahhh...” Jared said, unable to believe what he just saw. 
Garrett glanced at the man on the floor of the truck bed. “You dead?” 


“No,” the man said, rubbing his neck. 


“Good, though we might be if you don’t get that shotgun up here and 
Start pelting a few more of these daemons!” 


“Right,” the man said, glancing around him for any errant daemons. 
“Who is this guy?” William demanded of Megan. 

“Son-of-a-bitch,” Tony whispered. 

“The one man who can handle these creatures,” she whispered. 


The daemons descended toward the back of the truck. Shotguns 
blazed and Garrett's sword cut a swath of daemon's blood in front of them, 
raining ichor down at their feet. Jared's shotgun ran dry and he stumbled 
backwards, frightened. Garrett didn't hesitate, but grabbed him by the back 
of his shirt, lifted him bodily forward and set him back into his place. “You 
have to learn to trust us,” he told Jared. “Reload and keep fighting.” 


“T can't do it,” Jared cried, fumbling in fear with the shotgun. 


“Swap guns!” Garrett yelled to both men as three daemons bore down 
on them. “Reload!” he yelled to the man at his right, the life of whom he 
had just saved. He dropped the staff to the bed of the truck, grabbed the 
tailgate as the three daemons dove toward them and leaped outside the 
back of the truck, his right foot arching our and around, catching all three 
of the daemons soundly across the heads. Garrett landed on the bumper of 
the truck then bounced in again, grabbing his staff into his hand once 
more. 


“Stephen, right?” Garrett asked the man at his right. 
“Right. How did you know?” 


“That's not important. Keep your gun loaded, make sure you alternate 
with Jared over here, so we can keep these beasts at a distance. Wait until 
they are close then blow their goddamned heads off. It takes them longer 
to pull themselves together after that. Well, sometimes it takes longer.” 


“Anything else?” 

“Yeah. Make yourself a fixture at my side.” 

“T owe you that,” Stephen agreed. 

“Trust me,” Garrett assured him, “you’ll pay for it many times over.” 
“T don't know if I like the sound of that.” 


“You're a good watrior,” Garrett said. “You have nothing to be 
ashamed of, ever.” 


Stephen fired twice, dropping two daemons. “You must have me 
mistaken for someone else,” Stephen said. 


“T don't make mistakes,” Garrett said. “If I did, you wouldn't be here.” 


“Right,” Stephen said, remembering their earlier excursion through 
the air. 


Jared was still firing at the daemons wherever he could get a shot. 
“Do as I told Stephen,” Garrett told him. “Let them get close. Hit them in 
the head.” 


“Why wait for them to get that close?” Jared yelled in fear. 


Garrett spun once, kicking Jared's feet out from under him while 
cleaving a daemon's head in half as it came at them from the side. Another 
daemon leaped at Megan's side of the truck, holding onto it then savagely 
ripping the door from its moorings. The door hit the ground in a shower of 
sparks. Garrett spun, taking the staff into his swordhand and threw two 
blades with unerring accuracy. Both blades sunk into the side of the 
daemon's head. The daemon grabbed at the blades with one hand. It was 
all the signal Megan needed. 


Megan grabbed ahold of the dashboard and kicked the daemon as 
hard as she could in the center of the chest with both feet. It fell away, but 
its tail wrapped around Megan's right foot, yanking her out with it. Garrett 
leaped forward to the front of the truck's bed, grabbing Megan while 
severing the tail. He pulled her up to the back of the truck. 


“You might be safer back here with me,” he said. 
She nodded, gasping for breath. “Okay. We'll go with that.” 


Jared had stood to his feet again, but his shotgun was gone. He 
backed away from the tailgate, frightened, leaving Stephen to fend for 
himself. Stephen had both shotguns in his hands. Pumping each gun one- 
handed, firing into the faces of the ever-closing daemons. Garrett stepped 
forward, taking his position next to Stephen, skewering a daemon through 
the right eye that was reaching for Stephen, too close for Stephen to get the 
guns on him. 


“Miss me?” Garrett asked him. 

“Just a bit,” he said as a gun went empty. 

“Nice action. I always wondered where you learned it.” 
“T just made it up.” 


“Your loader is behind you,” Garrett said. Stephen glanced behind 
him at Megan. She took the gun from him and loaded it as Stephen and 
Garrett fought the waning horde off. The daemons finally flew off, seeking 
easier pickings. Screams from nearby buildings told them the daemons had 
found what they preferred. 


The truck bounced off the pavement onto a dirt road, heading for the 
quarry. At the base of the pit, William brought the truck to a halt. He 
jumped out and reached for Megan to help her out. She stepped back 
towards Garrett. 


“Hold this for me,” Garrett said to her, handing her the staff. He 
grabbed her around the waist and vaulted the edge of the truck bed. She 
wrapped her arms around his sinewy shoulders, realizing that in her arms, 
she held the man she would love forever, but only if they could get him 
back. 


“Am I alive in your time?” she asked him. 
“You were when I left,” he assured her. 


“And you left her to help Garrett return to me,” she said, her words 
trailing off. “It's a bit confusing.” 


“T left her in good company,” Garrett assured her. 

“Not too good, I hope,” she said. 

He raised an eyebrow and smiled. “The best.” 

“Oh,” she said. “I'm getting jealous over myself, aren't I?” 


Garrett reached over and kissed her gently on the lips. “Yes.” He 
rubbed her arm, comfortingly, as if he had done it for years. 


“What do you think you're doing?” William demanded, coming 
around the side of the truck. Garrett glanced up to look at William. Megan 
turned to look as well. “She's not your woman. She's mine.” 


“Yours?” Megan asked, shocked. “Whatever gave you that idea? We 
had one date. Nothing more. Not even a good night kiss.” 


“That's not what you told us,” Jared said. William's face reddened. 


“That doesn't matter,” William said, angrily. “Megan is with us. 
You're an outsider. Go back to where you came from.” William reached for 
Megan and Garrett picked her up by the waist and set her to his side and 
out of William's reach. 


“You need to learn about possessions, boy,” Garrett said. “Megan 
belongs to herself. I know who her heart belongs to and it belongs to him 
by choice. Her choice, not yours.” 


“You mean Garrett?” William laughed. “He's a yellow coward.” 
William spun around. “He isn't here, is he?” He faced Garrett and Megan. 
“He ran, or worse, he's dead!” 


“He's not dead,” Garrett said. “You might say he is in training.” 

“Hell of a time for that,” Williams snorted. 

“T came to spell him for a bit.” 

“You're too old for Megan,” William demanded, reaching for her 
again. 

Garrett glanced at the outstretched arm. “You want to lose that arm, 
son?” 

William looked up into the steel hard face then backed away. “You’re 
making a mistake, old man.” 


“Forty-four is not old,” Garrett said. “But it is wizened. You'll be 
lucky to live that long.” 


William grabbed the shotgun from Jared and pointed it at Garrett. 
Garrett sighed and shook his head. “Turn her over!” William demanded. 


William suddenly became motionless, his hands rose above him. 
“Drop the gun,” Stephen said from behind him. William did as he was told. 
Stephen picked up the shotgun and tossed it to Garrett who handed it to 
Megan. “I should never have given the shotgun back to you,” Stephen said 
as he moved to the front of the truck and snatched the third shotgun from 
the cab. 


“Get in your truck and leave,” Garrett told William. “Take your pal 
with you.” 


William glared at Stephen as Stephen walked to Garrett's side. “You 
should have chosen your friends more carefully,” he warned Stephen. 


“IT did choose, carefully,” Stephen said. “T'll take a man with honor 
over a schmuck like you any day.” 


“You'll pay for those words,” Stephen. 


“T almost paid with my life protecting your sorry ass, William. If it 
wasn't for this man, the daemons would be picking their teeth with my ribs 
right now.” 


“They still will,” William promised as he climbed into the truck. 
William sped off toward the farside of the quarry, leaving the three of them 
alone. 


Garrett glanced at the sky, studying the clouds. “They're aggressive 
clouds,” he explained. “We'll have an anomaly here, soon. Daemon 
wizards somewhere are casting their spells.” He looked intently at his staff. 
“Let's hope I am up to my task.” 


“What's your name?” Stephen asked. 

“Garrett.” 

“Any relation to the guy William was bellyaching about?” 

“One and the same except I am from twenty years into the future.” 


Stephen studied him for a moment then glanced at a daemon hovering 
above the city. He turned his gaze back to Garrett. “That explains a lot.” 


“T am sure it does,” Garrett admitted, smiling. 

“We become something of a fighting team, then, don't we?” 
Garrett laughed. “We're a team that the daemons learn to detest.” 
“Tough on the daemons?” Stephen asked. 

“They send out special agents to assassinate us.” 

“How do we fare?” Stephen asked. 


“T'm still alive,” Garrett said. 


Stephen looked into Garrett's eyes. “But...” 


“T cannot tell you anything, Stephen. If I do it might color your 
actions in the future.” 


“But you told me that you and I were a team.” 
“That won't change a thing. We're already a team.” 
Stephen glanced at Megan. “What about Megan?” 


“She owes you her life a few times over, but then, you owe her your 
life just as often.” 


He shrugged. “A helluva team, I guess.” He put his hand out. “I am 
Stephen. Glad to meet you.” 


Garrett shook his hand. “The pleasure is truly mine.” 


He reached out to shake Megan's hand. “My name is Stephen,” he 
said. Megan leaned forward and kissed him on the cheek. 


“T know,” she smiled. “I think the three of us will spend a lot of time 
together.” 
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Night fell, and with it the screams of humans echoed fiercely through 
the dark. Garrett, Stephen and Megan made a cold camp in the crags of an 
outcropping. Garrett pulled out some jerky from his coat and shared it with 
the others. “Keep low and listen for the beat of wings or movement of 
stones,” he warned them. “These particular daemons prefer to fly, but they 
have crept up on their victims by foot.” 


“Can they see us in the dark?” Stephen asked. 


“Yes. It seems they have a secondary lens that drops down in the dark 
so they can see infrared signals. We leave infrared trails, but so do many 
other things. The trick is to be hidden well enough that searching for us 
isn't worth their while. They love the hunt and they love carnage. They are 
not afraid to die as only the most severe of mortal wounds will kill them. 
They have ethereal healing powers that go beyond anything you might 
imagine.” 

“You mean to tell me that scrambling their brains with double-ought 
buckshot did nothing to them?” Stephen asked, aghast. 


Garrett smiled. “I have seen a daemon take two barrels in the mouth 
and lose the back of his head against the wall then, a few minutes later, 
stand back up to fight again.” 


“You have to be kidding me,” Stephen whispered. “How do you kill 
them?” 
“It depends on how they are killed,” Garrett reiterated. “Sometimes 


the shotgun blast will kill them, sometimes not. Beheadings work 
wonders.” 


“What if I blow their head off at the neck?” Stephen asked. 


“That would do it, I am certain and it would be very like you to do 
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sO. 


Stephen nodded in the dark. “Let me guess, a three-barrel shotgun 
creating a wide enough spread at close range to sever the head at the 


neck?” 


“Sounds good to me,” Garrett agreed, glancing at Megan. She sat next 
to Garrett, her right arm through his left, staring at the sky, blinking from 
time-to-time in deep thought. Garrett turned his attention back to Stephen. 
“Now all you have to do is develop a single loading cartridge.” 


“Seems to me you are fudging on the time twisting thing,” Stephen 
suggested. “You're not breaking any rules, are you?” 


“Maybe, but then I do not know what the rules are. I am just a pawn 
in this game.” 


“The clouds are building up,” Megan whispered, “and they've become 
a deep crimson.” 


“Tt looks as if they are getting ready,” Garrett said. “There isn’t much 
time left.” 


“What, exactly is happening?” Stephen asked. 


Garrett nodded toward the clouds. “Somewhere beyond those clouds 
in a timeless realm, daemon wizards are preparing a spell to send in more 
daemons. They can only keep the vortex open for a short time. Those 
daemons that can get through will try to get as far from the vortex as 
possible otherwise it will suck them back in.” 


“We have more to deal with than these things?” Stephen asked. 
“Weren't these enough?” He shook his head. “It's time to move to the west 
coast.” 


Garrett shook his head. “There are problems everywhere,” he 
explained. “The Vampyre Empyre has overrun both Both North American 
coasts. Countries distant are fighting enormous packs of werewolves and 
daemons. Gargoyles are making a bid for their freedom as in Australia. All 
we can do now is to eke out an existence and ride the tide of chaos until it 
is over.” 


“And then?” Megan asked. 


“Then our children will find a way to make a life on this world. I 
don’t have answers for the future, only the present.” He looked up at the 
crimson clouds. “When the time is right, I will cast my spell with this staff 
— a Staff stolen from a daemon wizard — and alter the vortex just enough 


to allow man to slip through to this time. Another warrior-mage did the 
same yesterday, or five years ago in my time, to allow me to come back 
and save you, Megan.” 


“Save me?” Megan asked, confused. 


He nodded with a sigh. “I altered time,” he confessed. “I couldn't let 
you die, not when I spied a way to change history. It is now a cycle that is 
my turn to keep active.” 


“Your turn?” 


“Tt will be your husband’s turn in twenty years, Megan.” Garrett stood 
to his feet and faced the crimson clouds. “It's time for me to return to my 
wife.” 


“You have been away from her for five years, haven't you?” Megan 
asked. 


Garrett smiled. “Yes, but she has not been alone. I have been there to 
console and hold you — her — in his embrace.” 


Megan smiled. “It's kind of nice to know that twenty years from now, 
I will have the opportunity to hold my husband again, when he was in his 
prime.” 


“T suppose,” Garrett agreed, in a whisper. 


Megan slipped her arms around Garrett and sought his lips. “I have 
loved you for longer than you know, Garrett,” she whispered. “But, 
yesterday, I knew you were the man I wanted to spend the rest of my life 
with.” 


“T loved you from the moment we met,” Garrett whispered as he took 
her in his arms and kissed her gently, tenderly, his hands sliding up her 
firm body, across her rounded breasts, to her face, feeling her body tremble 
beneath his fingers. He gazed into her eyes and smiled, seeing in them the 
woman he had loved for so long. He kissed her deeply and long, her face 
held gently between his fingers.” 


“I wish we had more time,” Megan whispered, as they parted, “so I 
could share myself with you.” 


“Tt is okay,” he promised her. “Your kiss has always meant more to 
me than anything else I have ever experienced.” 


“You two need a hotel room,”Stephen said. “I'd gladly find you one.” 


“Stephen,” Garrett said, “no matter what happens, protect Megan for 
me, please.” 


“You don't even have to ask,” Stephen assured him. “I know I am 
living off borrowed time and I am going to put it to good use. The way I 
look at it, there are two reasons I should be dead already.” 


“How is that?” Garrett asked. 

“You plucked me out of the air. No one else could have done that.” 
“T had my reasons,” Garrett said. 

“So it seems.” 

“And the other reason?” Garrett asked. 


“You said you cheated time to come back and save Megan. You also 
cheated time to come back and save me, even if I was an afterthought.” 


Garrett smiled. “Time is fickle,” he explained. “Had I not come back, 
that demon would not have come for you. It was after me, I suspect. You 
and I would have met anyway. I just muddied the waters a little and had to 
correct it.” 


“You make it sound so neat and tidy,” Stephen said, standing up. He 
glanced at the sky, nodding toward the growing crimson cloud. “What are 
we doing now?” 


“We're walking to the center of the gravel pit where we have plenty of 
room and I am going to muddy history a little more, or unmuddy it as the 
case might be.” 


“T would sure like the modified shotgun I spoke of,” Stephen said. 
“And about a thousand more shells.” 


“You'll get it,” Garrett assured him. 

“If we get beyond this, I will,” Stephen agreed. 

“Where are you going to get a shotgun like that?” Megan asked. 
“T am a machinist. I'll make one.” 


“Right,” Garrett said, pulling something from his belt. He handed it to 
Stephen. Make me about a thousand or so of these. Use the leaf springs of 


any car that has leaf springs, okay?” 


Stephen looked at the blade in his hand. “Cute,” he said. “Nice, too. 
Whoever made this was talented. When you see him again, tell him that he 
does good work.” 


“Right,” Garrett said then paused. “You do good work.” 


“IT made this?” Stephen asked, truly surprised then smiled, whispering 
to himself, “I made this.” 


The entire area had become illuminated from the hellish light 
emanating from the clouds above them. “Time to make history or unmake 
it or something,” Garrett said, slipping his left arm around Megan's waist. 
Stephen pocketed the blade and walked to Garrett's right side. 


The three of them walked toward the center of the gravel pit, 
appearing as if they were walking through the depths of hell. On the far 
end of the gravel pit, three vehicles sat, one of which was the truck 
William had driven. 


Garrett nodded toward the truck. “You keep an eye out for those 
guys,” he warned Megan and Stephen. “They will be the burr in your 
side.” 


“Right,” Stephen said. 


“They're already a pain,’ Megan agreed. “William lives in a fantasy 
world.” 


“More than you know,” Garrett said. 


Garrett stopped and looked up at the clouds, watching them begin to 
coalesce and swirl, slowly turning into a funnel. “It is time!” he said as the 
wind began to blow, a scent of brimstone on the breeze. He raised his 
hands to the clouds. Megan and Stephen stepped to the side, awaiting any 
attack. Megan held one shotgun, Stephen two, one in each hand. Garrett 
began a low chant. 


The crimson clouds above them began to swirl angrily and dark forms 
appeared as if slithering from a pit of fire. Crimson lightning crackled 
across the sky. Thunder that sounded more as if it was a scream of anguish 
shattered the night. The wind whipped at Garrett, his trench coat flaring 
out behind him. He paused in his chant, then glanced at the others. “This 


cloud is drawing from deep within the netherworld. It makes sense. It is 
drawing out many major daemons this time.” 


“Major daemons?” Stephen asked, glancing at his shotguns. “I’ll need 
bigger guns.” 


“Yep.” Garrett said, turning his attention back to the clouds. He raised 
the staff above him once again and continued his chant. The wind around 
them turned ugly, filling the air with a crimson grit. The smell of brimstone 
was almost overpowering. 


“Jesus,” Stephen groaned. “This is too much!” 


Around them, others began to congregate from their hiding places. 
William and a dozen others made their way toward them as well. 


“What's going on?” One man, carrying a rifle and a handgun asked. 
Two other men and three women stood near him. 


“They're coming again,” Megan shouted back to him. 


“What is he doing?” William demanded from nearby. “Is he the one 
calling them? Maybe he is their agent!” 


“He is responsible for those of us who came to help!” another man 
said from behind them all. Stephen, Megan and the others turned to look as 
an older warrior, stout and deep of chest, carrying two shotguns crossed in 
his back, and two sidearms, on either hip, walked toward them. He carried 
an enormous rifle in his right hand, using it as a staff as he walked. With 
him were dozens of warriors, many of them glanced across the crowd, 
searching, remembering. 


Everyone watched as the crimson clouds became funnel shaped and 
began to spew forth shapes. Daemons dropped to the earth, most of them 
into the center of the town, but a huge group of daemons dropped into the 
air and altered their course toward the gravel pit. 


“Assemble!” The stout man said as he moved forward near Garrett. 
He stopped and glanced over at Stephen. Stephen looked at him then, 
suddenly, his face blanched. The younger Stephen realized he was looking 
at himself. 


“You'll be fine,” his older self assured him as he put his rifle to his 
shoulder. He turned his gaze heavenward. Around them, fifteen warriors, 


each wielding various weapons, positioned themselves in an arc in front of 
Garrett who was still chanting. Just behind the first arc of defense, others 
knelt down and pulled their rifles up, sighting toward the heavens. 


“Choose your targets carefully!” The older Stephen yelled to them all. 
They watched as hundreds of daemons ripped through the air, dropping 
toward them. “Snipers!” He yelled, sighting along his own rifle. He fired 
and a half-dozen others fired as well. The heads of daemons simply 
exploded in a crimson-green, ichorous rain. They fired again and again, the 
others waiting until the daemons grew closer. Stephen watched and waited, 
then suddenly, a new wind struck them, hard, jarring all of them. Garrett 
knelt to one leg and as he finished chanting, the staff in his hands 
disintegrated, turning to coarse, ebony grit. He stood again, and pulled his 
blade. 


The older warrior, Stephen, spun part of the stock of his gun and two 
long blades ejected downward from it. He slammed it into the ground then 
pulled both shotguns from his back, shouldering each. Stephen glanced at 
them and his eyes opened a little wider. There were three barrels on each. 
He turned his attention back to the air, moving closer to Megan. 


“This is very strange!” he said as the daemon's fell upon them and 
into the sudden blazing shotguns of every man waiting for them. Daemons 
disintegrated all around them. There was thunder in the air as guns fired 
ceaselessly. Warriors with blades fought the demons who managed to slip 
past the gunfire, severing heads and arms as they collided. A ball of angry, 
writhing, demonic flesh descended on a man, ripping him to shreds. 
Daemons began to slip past the gunfire and the steel weapons, but still, the 
humans fought, pushing the daemons back. 


Garrett fought ceaselessly, moving to Megan's side, his blade arcing 
from one daemon to the next. He never stopped moving. The older 
Stephen was firing with his handguns now, point-blank into the faces of 
any daemons that came into range. 


William and Jared moved toward Megan and Garrett, firing 
occasionally at a daemon, but doing their best to stay out of actual combat. 
Garrett leaped up and spun, kicking a daemon away from Stephen's back 
while slicing neatly through the neck of another daemon. William took the 


opportunity to step up behind Garrett and club him across the back of the 
head with a rifle. Garrett, dazed, spun and faced William. 


“You'll always be an idiot and a coward until the day you die,” Garrett 
Spat at him. Garrett staggered as a daemon leaped down to snatch him 
from the ground. 


“Call it a gift,” William yelled at the daemon as the beast pulled 
Garrett into the air with it, twisting at Garrett's neck, meaning to snap it or 
crush the skull, whichever came first. 


A figure leaped down through the air, gliding down on a winged 
glider, carving an arc through the daemon, severing it into two pieces. The 
figure snagged Garrett by the trench coat and dropped him to his feet. The 
other figure landed next to Garrett, the glider falling, unused to the ground 
behind them. The figure was an angry man, wearing a bright red scar from 
his right eye to his chin. He still wore his square, rose tinted glasses, but 
his trench coat was more weathered than when he had left with it. His hair 
was longer, his face darker. His muscles hardened and his eyes 
unforgiving. 


“You okay?” he asked his older self. 
“Now, I am.” 


“Good. Megan awaits you. She cried every night for you because she 
did not know if you would return to her, alive.” 


“Then it is time for me to return to my wife.” He glanced at Megan 
and she ran to him. “Good-bye, my husband.” 


“Good-bye, my wife,” he said to her, then kissed her. “Now run!” he 
bade them all. “It is nearly time. Get away from here!” 


Around them, the daemons were dissipating, fleeing the area, 
knowing the time would soon come when the wind would reclaim them. 


“Take her and go,” The younger Garrett said to Stephen. The older 
Garrett's companions from his time, congregated close around their leader. 
Eventually, only William and young Garrett remained behind. 


“You and I,” the younger Garrett said to William, pointing at him with 
his rapier, his left hand at his side, unseen by William, fingering three very 
familiar blades. 


“T have a gun, you have a blade. You'll die.” 


“Raise that gun and find out,” Garrett challenged him as the wind 
whistled about them. 


“There will be another time for this,” the older Garrett told his 
younger self as the wind picked up. William became lost in the sand. It 
dissipated for a moment and William was gone. “Go!” the older Garrett 
said to his younger self. “Be with your wife the way it was meant to be.” 


“You mean the way we made it happen,” the younger Garrett 
corrected him. 


“Yes.” There was a moment when they looked into one another's 
eyes. The younger Garrett smiled. “I agree. Neither hell nor daemons or 
time itself will keep me from the woman I love.” 


The older Garrett laughed. “Now you are beginning to understand.” 


Garrett watched his older self turn and join his companions. The wind 
was becoming undeniable. It was too late for Garrett to escape its wrath 
now, but then, he had never intended to outrun it. He spun his rapier in his 
hand, grabbing the hilt by both hands, then drove it into the ground as far 
as he could. 


The wind whistled and tore at those in the gravel pit. Those who were 
at the focus of the vortex were taken and returned to their time and realm 
including the Daemons who had not fled far enough from the vortex. They 
were returned and dropped, mercilessly, into the pit of hell. Garrett and 
those of his companions from the future who still lived were returned to 
their time. The sky quickly cleared of the ebony sandstorm. 


Stephen held Megan in his arms, protecting her from the sand and any 
other possible attack. They watched below them as the storm began to 
wane. From the swirling sand walked one man, a tall figure in a weathered 
trench coat and a scar down his right eye. He stopped in front of the others 
and raised his rapier to them. “If any of you would follow me, I have a 
ravenous need to slay daemons!” 


Stephen and Megan moved quickly to his side. Garrett drew his wife 
to his left side as if he had been doing so for years. Stephen stood at his 
right. Slowly, others joined them. In the distance, William and a band of 
followers watched them. 


“There will come a day, Garrett,” William growled. “I swear it.” 


Stephen glanced at the distant sky over the town. It was alive with 
daemons. “You know what we need?” Stephen asked Garrett. 


“What's that?” 

“Bigger guns.” 

Garrett smiled. “You must be Stephen.” 
“Yeah,” he said. “How did you know?” 
“Lucky guess.” 


Megan pulled Garrett to her. “You and I have some unfinished 
business, ‘mister I am going to run off and kick some daemon butt!” 


Garrett kissed her then smiled. “Oh, I never plan to let it be finished, 
my wife,” he promised her. 


“Jumping the gun a little aren't you?” She asked, coyly, running her 
hand over the scar across his right eye. “What makes you think I'll marry 
you?” 


Garrett smiled. “Just a hunch.” 
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Dead or Dying? 


I can't remember anything. All I know is somehow I came to be here, 
alone, drifting endlessly in nothingness. There is darkness all around me. I 
cannot tell where I am. I reach out with my hand and I am amazed at the 
movement. I can move, but I cannot go anywhere. My feet move at my 
command. I am well enough. My body works properly. There is no light. 
Who put me here? 


A voice calls to me, but I cannot fathom who it might be. Who knows 
me? And whom do I know? I do not remember anyone or anything. I lie 
here and ponder my life and realize I remember nothing. Not just the 
nothing of what brought me to this point in my life, but the nothing that 
envelopes my entire mind. I cannot remember anything at all. It is as if my 
mind has been wiped clean. Why? 


The voice calls to me again. How do I know it is me they call for? I 
don't know, but I understand the tone. The voice is right. It is someone 
who knows me. Whether I know them is a separate question. I move 
forward or at least in my perception of forward, but my movements are 
subtle. I listen for the voice to guide me further, but it is gone. Have they 
given up on me? Will I lie here in my grave and die because they cannot 
find me? Perhaps I am already dead and it is the wailing for my departure I 
hear. Why don't I know? Why? 


And maybe I am dying, even now slipping away into the netherworld 
that waits to envelop me. Perhaps this is the darkness that seeks to be my 
domain forever. It is a possibility. What is death but the simple culmination 
of life? There is life, fulfillment then oblivion. This, then, is my oblivion. 
What was my fulfillment? What did I experience? The frustration grips me 
like a vice. I want to know. Death would not be so frightening if I knew I 
had lived a fulfilling life. 


The darkness controls me, consumes me and keeps me from knowing. 
And yet I know. I know I live or have lived. If this is death and it is eternal 
then I understand death holds a single horror worse than anything I could 


imagine. It is an experience of nonexistence, of knowing life exists but has 
slipped through my fingers. Worse than knowing you are about to die is to 
not know how you have lived. 


Darkness. That is all there is. Then, suddenly, the voice again. 
Something is wrong. The darkness is not dark any longer. There are 
fluttering glimpses of light. My world has changed. No longer does the 
darkness envelop me, hide me and even protect me. No, I am suddenly 
elsewhere. My world is water and I am drowning. It has been like this 
forever, but has that eternity been a mere moment? I do not know. I cannot 
breathe and the voice is there, searching for me. Help me. I cannot breathe. 
The pain is unbearable. This, then, must be death. The act of not living. 


No, not drowning, but drowning, still. I am falling. That is my death. 
It is an endless pit of nothingness that crushes the life from me, strangles 
me and forces me to look my fate in the eye. I continue to fall, never 
ending, and my breath nonexistent. I cannot see but fluttering lights. They 
come and go. Should I follow? I do not know. Why don't I know? 
Suddenly, I fall freely and there is air in my lungs. I breathe again. Light 
envelopes me and there is the voice calling for me. And warmth. I hear the 
voice again, the resonance within my mind. Two voices and comfort. I am 
dying. My journey to death has begun. 


My mouth is filled with the liquid of life and I look into the 
brightness that is my world and see two figures. They look at me. Their 
voices call for me, soothe me, and I do not remember them except as 
voices. I wonder why. 


I smile. 


NEXT ISSUE 


MOobeEL MAker: The nation falls into chaos and from the chaos rises 
those who would oppress the unfortunate. One man, a model maker, puts 
his unusual talents to work. In order to save those he cares about, he puts 
his newest creation, a giant, mechanical spider, to work and uses it to take 
back the freedom stolen from his friends and fellow townspeople. 


